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nobly rewarded by Meſſrs. Boydell and Macklin, hath, 
with the great encouragement of two or three of the 


principal Muſes, tempted me to offer ſubjects to the 


labourers in the graphic vineyard. When Shakeſpeare 


and Milton are exhauſted, I may preſume that the follow- 
ing Odes, 'Tales, and Hints, in preference to the labours 


of any other of our Britiſh Bards, may be adopted by the 


- bruſh of Genius, Had I not thus ſtepped forward as the 
champion of my own merit, which is deemed ſo neceſ- 


ſary now-a- days for the obtention of public notice, not 


only by authors, but by t&temakers, perfumers, elaſtic 


truſs, and Parliament ſpeechmakers, &c. who, in the 
daily newſpapers, are the heralds of their own ſplendid 
abilities, I might poſlibly be paſſed by without obſerva- 


tion, and thus a great part of poetical immortality be 


ſacrificed to a pitiful mauvaiſe honte. 


Pins E rage for 84 Pictuter in \ this kingdom, ſo 


- 
»Y 
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Scent, the ROYAL ACADEMY. 


P EA CE and good will to this fair meeting !— 
I come not with hoſtility, but greeting—— 

Not eagle-like to ſcream, but dove-like coo i 
I come not with the ſword of vengeance, rhyme, 


To ſlaſh, and act as journeyman to Time— 
The God himſelf is juſt arrived to do it. 


To make each feeble figure a poor corſe, 
I come not with the ſhafts of ſatire ſporting ; 
Then view me not like Stubbs's ſtaring horſe, 
With terror on th' approaching lion ſnorting : 
I come to bid the hatchet's labours ceaſe, 


And ſmoke with friends the calumet of peace. 
Heb | Knight 


2 ] 
Knight of the polar ſtar, or bear, don't ſtart, 
And, like ſome long-ear'd creatures, bray © what art? — 
Sir William, ſhut your ell-wide mouth of terror— 
I come not here, believe me, to complain 
Of ſuch as dar'd employ thy building brain, 


And criticiſe an economic error x. 


I come not here to call thee knave or fool, 
And bid thee ſeek again Palladio's ſchool ; 

Or copy heav'n, who form'd thy head fo thick, 
To give ſtability to ſtone and brick ; 
No—'twould be cruel now to make a rout— 


The very ſtones already have cry'd out. 


4 


1 


I come not here, indeed, new cracks to ſpy, 
And call thee for the workmanſhip hard names ; 
To point which wing ſhall next forſake the ſky, 
And tumble in the Strand, or in the Thames. 


* A large portion of the Royal Academy, raiſed at an extraordinary 
expence, fell to the ground lately; but as the Knight is a favourite at 
Court, no harm is done. The Nation is able to rear it again, which 
will be a benefit ticket in Sir William's way. 


Nor 


| EE 
Nor come J here to cover thee with ſhame, 
For putting clever Academic men *, _ 


Like calves or pigs, into a pen, 


To ſee the King of England and his dame, 


Midſt carts and coaches, golden horſe and foot; 
Midſt peopled windows, chimnies and old walls; 
Midſt marrowbones and cleavers, fife and flute, 


Paſſing in pious pilgrimage to Paul's. 


Where, as the ſhow of gingerbread went by, 
The rain, as if in mockery from the ſky, 


Dribbled on ev'ry academic nob, 


And waſh'd each pigtail ſmart, and powder'd bob. 


Waſh'd many a viſage, black, and brown, and fair, 


Giving to each ſo pictureſque an air; 


* Sir William actually gave orders for the non-admiſſion of the Royal 
Academicians into the Academy, to ſee the Royal proceſſion to St. Paul's, 
as he had ſome women and children of his acquaintance who wiſhed to 
ſee the ſhow. Half a dozen boards were conſequently ordered to be put 


together on the outſide of the building for their reception. 


Reſembling 


16 (81 
Reſembling that of drooping, rain- oak d fowls,:. 
Or, what's a better picture, parboil'd owls ; 


Whilſt thou, great Jove upon Olympus aping, 
Didlt fit majeſtic, from a window gaping. 


O, Weſt, that fix'd and jealous eye forbear, 

Which ſcowling marks the bard with doubt and fear 3 
Thy forms are ſacred from my wrath divine ; 

"Twere cruel to attack ſuch crippled creatures, 

So very, very feeble in their natures, 

Already gaſping in a deep decline! 


I ſeek them 8 with ſcalping thoughts, 0 
Too great my ſoul to bid the figures bleed: 


No—peich and happineſs attend em; 


Where'er they go, poor imps, God mend 'em, 


I come not to impart to thee: the crime 


Of over dealing in the true ſublime ; | 
+ "Heh | I ſcorn 
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1 ſcorn with malice thus thy fame to wound; 
Nor cruel to declare, and hurt thy trade, 
That too divine effects of light and ſhade 

Were ever midſt thy labours to be found. 


Nor ſwear to blaſt an atom of thy merit, 

That elegance, expreſſion, ſpirit, 

Too ſtrongly from the canvaſs blaze; 

And damn thee thus with Raphael's praiſe : 

Beſides, againſt the ſtream I ſcorn to ruſh ; 

The world ne'er ſaid, nor thought it of thy bruſh. 


Were I to write thy epitaph, I'd ſay, 
Here lies below a painters clay, 

«* Who work'd away moſt furiouſly for Kings, 
« And prov'd that fire of inclination, | 
e For pleaſing the great Ruler of a Nation, 

* And fire of genius, are two different things.” 


Nor come I here t inform ſome men ſo wiſe, 
Who ſhine not yet upon the R. A. liſt, 
That limbs in ſpaſms and crack d, and gogling eyes, 
With grandeur cannot well exiſt. 
C —_ 


t f 


N: ay, let it be recorded: in my rhyme, 
Convulſions cannot give the true ſublime, 


St. Vitus might be virtuous to romance— 
Peace to the manes of that capering Saint; 


Yet let me tell the ſons of paint, 
Sublimity adorneth not his dance. 


Wide ſaucer eyee, and dire diftortion, 
Will only make a good abortion. 


No, landſcape painters, let your gold ſtreams ſleep— 
Sleep, golden ſkies and bulls; and golden cows, - 
And golden groves and vales, and golden ſheep, 
And golden goats, the golden graſs that brouze, 


Which with ſuch golden luſtre flame, 

As beat the very golden frame. 

Peace to the ſcenes of Birmingham's bright ſchool ! 
Peace to the brighter ſcenes of Pontypool ! 


Aw'd I approach, ye ſov'reigns of the bruſh, 
With Modeſty's companion ſweet, a bluſh, 


And 


[7] 
And heſitation nat'ral to her tongue : 
And eye ſo diffident, with beam ſo mild, 
Like Eve's when Adam on her beauties ſmil'd, 
And led her bluſhing, nothing loath, along, 
To give the lady a green gown ſo ſweet, 
On beds of roſes, Love's delicious ſeat. 


Yes, ſober, trembling, Quaker-like, I come 
To this great dome 
To offer ſubjects to the ſons of paint : 
Accept the pleaſant tales and hints I bring, | 
Of Knight and Lord, and Commoner and King, 
Sweeter than hiſt'ry of embowell'd faint : 


Or martyr beat like Shrovetide cocks with bats, 
And fir'd like turpentin'd poor roaſting rats. 


Inimical as dogs to pigs, 
Or wind and rain to powder'd wigs, 
Or mud from kennels to a milk-hite ſtocking ; 
Hoſtile to Peter's phiz as if a peſt, 
Why ſprings che man of hiſt'ry, Maſter Weſt, 
And cries, © Off, off! your tales and hints are ſhocking ; 
| 8: & Inven=- 
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Inventions—fabrications—lies—d amn'd lies; 
Kings, and the world beſides, thy ſpite deſpiſe ? 


Sir, you're a liar, ev'ry body knows it; 

Sir, every ſtupid ſtanza ſhows it ; 

“Sir, you know nothing of a King and Queen; 
In ſpheres too. high their orbs ſuperior roll 


By thy poor little grov'lling, mole-ey'd foul, 


* Thou outcaſt of Parnaſſus ! to be ſeen. 


Sir, they do honour to their god-like ſtation, 

The two firſt luminaries of the nation, 

So meek, good, gen'rous, virtuous, humble, wiſe ; 
Whilſt thou ; ſavage, a great fool ſo fat, 

Curs'd with a conſcience blacker than my hat, 


Art rival to that fiend the Prince of Lies. 


Go, pour thy venom on my Lear“ 


A whiſper, Hopkins, Sternhold, in thy ear: 


A pretty iron-ſtaring Sketch now in the Exhibition, 


“% King 
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„ 
te King Lear, to mortify thee, goes 
« Where Majeſty delights with Weſt to prate, 


« Much more than Miniſters of State, 


66 Where thou ſhalt never ſhow thy noſe ! 


„ Where Pages fancy it a heinous crime, 


Thou foul-mouth'd fellow, to repeat thy rhyme ; 
Where ev'ry Cook, it is my firm belief, 
% Would nobly make it a religious point, 
Rather than put thy traſh upon a joint, 
e To let the fire conſuming burn the beef. 


« There's not a ſhopkeeper in Windſor town 

* That would not hang thee, ſhoot thee, ſtab thee, drown 
“That doth not damn thy ſtuff, thy odes and tales; 

« That doth not think thy Odes would give diſeaſe | 

* To ev'ry thing they wrapp'd—to bread, to cheeſe, 


% Nay, give contagion to a bag of nails. 


“The very Windſor dogs and cats, 
“The very Windſor owls and bats, 


D © Would 


| Te [ 16 ] 
* Would how! and ſquall, and hoot and ſhriek to meet, 
* Like thee a raggamuffin in the ſtreet, 


The ſervant maids of Windſor from each ſhop, 
«* Some pointing brooms, and ſome a ſcornful mop, | ® 
* Their loyal ſentiments would diſembogue, 


* And taunting cry, © There goes a lying rogue.” 


« Behold rank impudence thy rhymes inſpire ; 
e Conſummate inſolence thy verſe provoke ! 
* Fool! to believe thy muſe a muſe of fire,— 


A chimney-Weeper's drab, a muſe of ſmoke. 


5 The very bellman's rhymes poſſeſs more merit; 


te Nay, Nichols“ magazine exceeds in ſpirit: 


« A printer's devil with conceit ſo drunk, 


c Who publiſhes for gentleman and trunk; 


« Who ſets up author on old Bowyer's ſcraps; 
«© Bowyer, whole pen recorded all the raps 
«© That hungry authors gave to Bowyer's door, 


e To ſwell the curious literary ſtore : 


u 1 
e Who on a purblind antiquarian's back, 
« A founder'd. broken-wirided hack, 
Rides out to find old farthings, nails, and bones 
* On darkeſt coins the brighteſt legend reads, 


«© On traceleſs copper fees imperial heads, 


And makes inſcriptions older than the ſtones. 


« Too bids, to give his cuſtomers ſurpriſe, 

« A Druid altar from a pigſtye riſe. 

« Yes, Nichols, aping wiſdom through his glaſſes, 
«© Thee, thee Apollo's ſcavenger, ſurpaſles. 


“Soon ſhall we ſee the Fleet thy carcaſe wring, 
“Mean thro' the priſon grate for farthings angling, 
« Suſpending feet of ſtockings by a ſtring, 
“Or glove or nightcap for our bounty. dangling : 


“ Whilſt iſſuing from thy mouth begrim'd with beard, 
(Thy pale noſe poking thro' thy priſon hole,) 

6 The hollow voice of mis'ry will be heard, - 
« © Kind ge'mman, pity a poor hungry ſoul; 


8 „ 


OTE 1 
ce (Have pity on a pris'ner's caſe ſo ſhocking— 
ec e Good Lady, put a farthing in the ſtocking 19 | 


«© What + Lund, thus bold a | face to puſh, 
e Arm'd with a winking light of paltry ruſh, 


As if with Truth's bright torch, into our room! 


* To dart on ignorance the fancied rays— 
« To bid of barbariſm the empire blaze, 


ce And kind 1llumine error's midnight gloom. 


“Get out, and pertly don't come troubling me; 


« A dog is better company than thee,” 


I thank ye— much oblig'd t'ye, Maſter TER, 
For thoughts ſo kind, and prettily expreſt; 

Yet won't I be refus'd, I won't, indeed; 
You muſt, you ſhall have tale, and ode, and hint; 
This memory of mine contains a mint; 


And thus, in bold defiance, I proceed. 


Yet mind me,—as to our bright King and Queen, 


Their names are ſacred from the poet's ſpleen— 


( 13 J 


Peace to their reign; they feel no more my jokes, 


Whether to Hanover they wiſely roam, 


Or full as wiſely count their caſh at home, 


My ſatire ſhall not hurt the gentlefolks. 


Pleas'd in a hut to broil my mutton bone, 
I ſigh not for the ven'ſon of a throne : 
Nay, ſlavery doth not with my pride agree ; 
A toadeater's an imp I don't admire; 
Nor royal ſmall-talk doth my ſoul deſire 


I've ſeen my Sovereigns—that's enough for me, 


A thouſand themes for canvaſs I could name, 
To give the artiſt beef and fame : 
Lo! Hodſell in his country ſeat ſo fine, 


Where, midſt his tulips, grin ſtone apes with parrots, 


Where Neptune foams along a bed of carrots, 


Inſtead of cleaving through his native brine, 
E 


Where 
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ö 
Where Phcebus ſtrikes to cabbages his ſtrings, 


Where Love o'er garlic waves his purple wings, 


Where Mars to vanquiſh beets heroic leans ; 
And, arm'd with lightnings, with terrific eyes, 
The great and mighty Ruler of the ſkies, 

Sublimely thunders through a bed of beans; 


Cloſe by whoſe fide the haymakers are mating, 


And Dutchmen to their knees in onions ſkaiting. 


A mighty warrior in the Houſe of Lords, 
Swallowing, alas! a bitter, bitter pill; 
Eating, poor man, his own ſad words, TS 


Exceedingly againſt his noble will ; 


Whilſt Rawdon by his fide, with martial face, 
Commandeth him to ſwallow with a grace; 
Would make an intereſting ſcene, indeed, 


And ſhow the courage of King Charles's breed! 


1 How 


Ls) 


How like a Doctor, forcing down' the throat 


Of ſome poor puling child a doſe of ſalts, 
At which its little ſoul revolts, | 


With wriggling limbs, wry mouths, and piteous note; 
Yet forc'a to take the formidable purge, 
Or taſte a bitt'rer doſe, the threat'ned ſcourge! 


Or Richmond * watchful of the ſtate's ſalvation, 
Sprinkling his ravelins o'er the nation; 

Now buying leathern boxes up by tuns, 
Improving thus the nature of great guns ; 

Guns bleſt with double natures, mild and rough, 
To give a broadſide, or a pinch of ſnuff, 


Or Richmond + at the enormous reck'ning ſtruck, 
At Portſmouth battling hard about a duck. 
| 4 A cer- 
* The Duke abſolutely ordered cannon to be made of leather, 
from a ſnuff. box maker, which, at Woolwich, on Saturday the ſecond 


day of May 1789, were ſeriouſly tried, and, like many a Nobleman, 


found too . 1 
T At Portſmouth his Grace, not long ſince, beſpoke a dinner for a 


few friends; and becauſe no impreſſion had been made on a roaſted 
duck, Charles Lenox, Duke of Richmond, Earl of March, Maſter 
| Gencral 


1 16 1 
A certain high and mighty Dutcheſs, OT! 
Hugging her huſband in her cat-like clutches, 

Biting and tearing him with brandy zeal ; | 
Whoſe flax in heaps is. ſeen to fly around, 
Whilſt he, pale wight, emits a plaintive ſound, 


Like animals that furniſh man with veal ; 


Would make another pleaſing ſcene, 


Showing the mettle of an arrant Quean; 


Longing to ſhine a firſt-rate ſtar at, Court, 
For ſatire's pen a ſubje& of rare ſport; _ 
Longing to purify a luckleſs blood, 


Deep-ſtain'd, and ſmelling of its native mud. 


General of the Ordnance, Lord Lieutenant and Cuſtos Rotulorum of 
the county of Suſſex, Duke of Lenox in Scotland, and Aubigny in 
France, Knight of the moſt noble order of the Garter, &c., thought it a 
grievous impoſition, and conſequently ordered the landlord of the inn 


to deduct the eighteen pence, the price of the duck, from the bill, 
which was done accordingly. 


The 
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37 J. 
The valiant Gloſter at the army's head, 
Drawn as the glorious Macedonian youth ; 
In battle galloping o'er hills of dead, 
Would glow with ſuch an air of truth ! —— 


Not on a jackaſs mounted, but a ſteed 
Of old Bucephalus's breed. 


Saliſb'ry examining the iron hands 
Of Fame's and ſweet St. Giles's blackguard bands, 
That clap our Kings to Parliament and play 
Saliſb'ry, too, gauging all their gaping throats, 
Exciſeman-like, to find the beſt for notes, 

That money may'nt be thrown away : 


Reſolv'd from thoſe ſame legions of vulgarity, 
To get full pennyworths of popularity ; 
Reſolv'd his maſter ſhall be fairly treated, 
And not, as uſual, by his ſervants cheated. 


F oy Suppole 


1 6 0 


Suppoſe to give this humour-loving'ifle © 9 HOLES \ 


ts . 14 FA 
13 


A pretty opportunity to ſmile, 
You paint the Solomon of yon fam'd ace? 25 
Where fair philoſophy, the heav'nly dame, 
By barb'rous uſage cover'd deep with ſhame, N 
No longer ſhews her exil'd face; EQ one 
Where cent. per cent. in value riſe, 


Toads, tadpoles, graſshoppers, and flies. 


Suppoſe you paint Sir Joſeph all ſo bleſt, 
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With many a paraſitical dear gueſt, 
Sworn by their flatt'ries like a bladder big, ö 


Throwing away of learning ſuch a waſte. 
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And proving his ſuperior claſhe taſte,” . | - 


194 * o 
\ 8 af 
"TI, FP I 


N r 
: nat . 
. 4 9 


W 
r n 8 . 
| N wh gs r 
* 4 * Pr — * . 2 > = ö 
7 * 2 + . > 2 * 


By ſwallowing: the men of a pig. 
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Pitt trying*to ünclehch Britannia's fiſt, 
Imploring money for a King; AN 1 k g £ — 

Telling moſt mournful/ tales of civ uu, ait bio 
The * s tender heart to wring, . 8 
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Tales of expence in Doctors bills, 


High price of bliſters, boluſſes and pills, 


Long journey to St. Paul's t'oblige the nation, 


And give God thanks for reſtoration ; 

Britannia with arch look the while, 

Partaking ſtrongly of a ſmile, 

Pointing to that huge dome *, the nation's wealth; 
Where people ſometimes place their caſh by ſtealth, 
And all ſo modeſt with their ſecret ſtore, 


Inform the world they're poor, ah, very poor. 


Brudenell and Symonds + with each other vying, 

Sweet youths! for little Norman's + favours ſighing, 
A pictureſque effect would form; 

That hugging mother for the daughter's charms, 

This with the yielding damſel in his arms, 
Taking the citadel by Rorm ; L 


The Bank of England: 
+ Lord B. and Sir Richard. S.s's conteſt for the + charming Prize 
is well known to the Opera Houſe. 


A pretty black-eyed Figurante at the Opera. 
| That 
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That running with the girl in triumph off, 
This with the dog, the mother, and the muff. 
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A great law Chief, whom God nor Demon ſcares, 
Compell'd to kneel and pray *, who {wore his pray'rs, 
The dev'l behind him pleas'd and grinning, 
Patting the angry lawyer on the ſhoulder, 
Declaring nought was ever bolder, 
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Admiring ſuch a novel mode of finning : 
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Like this, a ſubject would be reckon'd rare, 
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Which proves what blood-game infidels can dare ; 
Which to my mem'ry brings a fact, 
Which nothing but an Engliſh tar would act —— 
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In ſhips of war on Sundays pray'rs are given ; 
For though fo wicked, ſailors Guan on heav* n, 
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Particularly in a ſtorm ; 
Where, if they find no brandy to get drunk, 
Their ſouls are in a miſerable funk, 


Then vow they to th Almighty to reform, 


If in his goodneſs only once, once more, 


He'll ſuffer them to clap a foot on ſhore. 


In calms, indeed, or gentle airs, 


They nel er on week - days peſter Heav'n with pray'rs; 


For tis amongſt the Jacks a common ſaying, 


* Where there's no danger, there's no need of praying.” 


One Sunday morning all were met 
To hear the parſon preach and Pray, 


All but a boy, who, willing to forget 
That pray'rs were. handing out, had ſtol'n away; 


And, thinking praying but a uſeleſs taſk, 


Had crawl'd to take a nap, into a caſk. 
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The boy was ſoon found miſſing, and full ſoon 


— 


The boatſwain's cat ſagacious ſmelt him out; 


Gave him a clawing to ſome tune 


8 
14 


This cat's a couſin Germain to the Knout ;“. | 
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*© Come out, you ſculking dog,” the boatſwain. cry d, 
* And fave your damn'd young ſinful ſoul :” 


*4 


He.then the moral-mending cat apply'd, 
ava md him like a badger ny his hole 82 14 
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Sulky the boy march's on; and did not mind him, 
Altho' the boatſwain flogging kept behind him: mie: 
** Flog,” cried the boy, © flog—curſe me, flog away 
III go but mind God d-mn me if PII pro _ —_ 
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* A common puniſhment in Ruſſia... 
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Ix ſev'nteen hundred ſev'nty-eight, 
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The KING of SPAIN and the HORSE. 


The rich, the proud, the potent King of Spain, 


Whoſe anceſtors ſent forth their troops to ſmite 


The peaceful natives of the weſtern main, 
With faggots and the blood-delighting ſword, 
To play the devil, to oblige the Lord! 


For hunting, roaſting heretics, and boiling,. 
Baking and barbecuing, frying, broiling, | 


Was thought Heav'n's cauſe amazingly to further; 


For which moſt pious reaſon, hard to work 
They went, with gun and dagger, knife and fork, 


To charm the God of mercy with their murther !' 


I fay, this King in ſev'nty-eight ſurvey d, 


In tapeltry ſo rich, pourtray'd 


A horſe 


I 4 ] 
A horſe with ftirrups, crupper, bridle, ſaddle: 
Within the ſtirrup, lo, the Monarch try d 
To fix 45 foot the palfry to beftride; 


* A 


In vain !—he could not o'er the palfry ſtraddle ! 


Stiff as a Turk the beaſt of yarn remain'd, „ 
And ev'ry effort of the King diſdain'd, F 


Who, *midft his labours, to the ground was tumbled, 
And greatly mortified, as well as humbled. 


* 
— 


Prodigious was the ſtruggle of the day, 
The horſe attempted not to run away ; 

At which the poor-chaf d Monarch now gan grin, 
And ſwore by ev'ry ſaint and holy martyr, 
He would not yield the traitor quarter, 

Until he got poſſeſſion of his Kin. 
Not fiercer fam'd La Mancha's knight, 

Hight Quixote, at a puppet-ſhow, 
Did with more valour ſtoutly fight, 

And terrify each little ſqueaking foe ; 
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When bold he pierc'd the lines, immortal fray ! 

And broke their paſteboard bones, and ſtabb'd their hearts: 
of hay. A 


Not with more energy and fury 


The beauteous ſtreet-walker of Drury 

Attacks a ſiſter of the ſmuggling trade, 
Whoſe winks, and nods, and ſweet refiſtleſs ſmile, 
Ah, me! her paramour beguile, 

And to her bed of healthy ſtraw perſuade; 
Where mice with muſic charm, and vermin crawl, 


And ſnails with filver traces deck the wall. 


And now a cane, and now a whip he us'd, 


And now he kick'd, and ſore the palfry bruis'd ; 
Yet, lo, the horſe ſeem'd patient at each kick, 
And bore with Chriſtian ſpirit whip and ſtick ; _ 
And what exceſſively provok'd this Prince, 


The horſe ſo. ſtubborn ſcorn'd ev'n once to wince. 


Now ruſh'd the Monarch for a bow and. arrow, 
To ſhoot the rebel like a ſparrow; 
H And: 


. 1 26 ; 
And lo, with ſhafts well fteel'd, with all his force; | 
Juſt like a pincuſhion, he ſtuck the horſe ! 


Now with the fury of the chaf'd wild boar, 
With nails and teeth the wounded horſe he tore; 


Now to the floor he brought the ſtubborn beaſt ; 


Now o'er the vanquiſh'd horſe that dar'd rebel, 
Moſt Indian-like the Monarch gave a yell, 


Pleas'd on the quadruped his eyes to feaſt ; 
Bleſt as Achilles when with fatal wound 


He brought the mighty HeQor to the ground. 


Yet more to gratify his god-like ire, 
He vengeful flung the palfry in the fire! 


Showing his pages round, poor trembling things, 


How dang'rous to reſiſt the will of Kings. 


Lord 
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Lord B. and the EUNUC H. 


A LORD, moſt muſically mad, 


Yet with a taſte ſuperlatively bad, 


Aſk'd a ſqueal eunuch to his houſe one day 
A poor old ſemivir, whoſe throat 


Had loſt his love-reſounding note, 


Which art had giv'n, and time had ſtol'n away. 


“Signor Squalini,” with a ſolemn air, 

The Lord began, grave riſing from his chair, 
Taking Squalini kindly by the hand; 

« Signor Squalini, much I fear 

« I've got a moſt unlucky ear, 


e And that *tis known to all the muſic band. 


“Fond of abuſe, each fiddling coxcomb carps, 
And, true it is, I don't know flats from ſharps : 
Indeed. 
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* Indeed, Signor Squalini, tis no hum; 


80 ill doth muſic with my organs ſuit, 


] ſcarcely know a fiddle from a flute, 


The hautbois from the double drum. 


Now tho' with Lark a number of this nation, 


** I go to op'ras, more through f faſhion 


Than for the love of muſic, 1 could _ 


© The world might think I tag ſome little 8 


C1 T FT 


But, Sir, I am as ftupid 2 as a fiſh. 
*« Get me the credit of a cognoſcente, 


Gold ſhan't be wanting to content ye.” — 


+ Bravifhmo ! my Lor,“ replied Squalini, 
With acquieſcent bow, and ſmile of ſuavity; 


De nobleman muſs never look de ninny. 


„True, cry d the noble Lord, with German gravity. 


My Lor, ven men vant money in der purſe, 


Dey do no vant de vorld to tink dem poor, 


+ Becauſe, my Lor, dat be von n curſe; 3 


« Ds all ſame ting wid ignorance, my Bar, mo 


3 Right,“ 
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ee « Right, cry'd his Lordſhip in a grumbling tone, 


Much like a malliff jealous of his bone. 


et 


But firſt I want ſome technicals, Signor“ 


Powing, the Eunuch anſwered,—* Iſs, my Lor; 


ce 
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« I teaſh your Lordſhip queekly, queekly, all, 
Dere vat be call de foflenuto note, 


Dat be ven ſinger oppen vide de troat, 


* And den for long time make de ſquawl—— 


Muſh long, long note, dat do continue while 


A man, my Lor, can valk a mile. 


My Lor, der likewiſe be de cromatique, 


As if de ſinger vas in greef, or ſick, 


6% And had de colick dat be ver, ver ver 
De high, oh, dat muſician call ſoprano; 


De low voice, baſſo; de ſoff note, piano — 


* Bravoura, queek, bold—here Marcheſi ſhine; 


Dis Mara, too, and Billington, do know— 
Allegro, quick: Adagio, be de flow ; 
L EO “% Pompoſa;. 
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Fompoſo, dat be manner make de roar : 
Maeſtoſo, dat be grand and nobel ting, | 


* 


LA 
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Muſh like de voice of Emperor, or de King; 
Or you, my Lor, 


4 


wy 


When in de houſe you make de grand oration, 


£c 
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For ſave, my Lor, de noble Englis nation.“ 


Thus having giv'nqhis leſſon, and a bow, 
With high complacency his Lordſhip ſmil'd: 
Unravell'd was his Lordſhip's pucker'd brow, 


His ſcouling eye, like Luna's beams, ſo mild : 


Such is th' effect, when flatteries ſweet cajole | 
That praiſe-admiring wight yclep'd the ſoul; 
And from the days of Adam tis the caſe, 
That great's the ſympathy 'twixt ſoul and face. 


. 


* 


Signor Squalini, cry'd the Lord, 
« The opra is begun, upon my word— 


« Allons, Signor, and hear me—mind, 


* 


As ſoon as ever you mall find 
* A ſinger's 
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e A ſinger's voice above or under pitch, 


Juſt touch my toe, or give my arm a twitch,” 


* Ifs, ifs, my Lor, (the eunuch ſtraight reply'd) 
6 I ſheet cloſe by your Lor ſhip's fide ; 
“ And den, accordin to your Lorſhip wiſh, 


* I give your Lorſhip elbo little twiſh.“ 


Now to the opera, mulic's ſounds to hear, 


The old Caſtrato and the noble Peer 
Proceeded Near the orcheſtra they fat, 


Before the portals of the ſingers' throats ! 
The critic couple mouling for bad notes 


With all the keenneſs of a hungry cat. 


— —_—_ ——— 


Now came an out-of-tuniſh note 


The Eunuch twitch'd his Lordſhip's coat: 


Full-mouth'd at once his Lordſhip roar'd out © Pſha?” 


Thg orcheſtra, amaz d, turn round 


To find from whence aroſe the critic ſound, 


When, Io! they heard the Lord, and ſaw.! 
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The Eunuch kept moſt lily twitching, " 


His frowning Lordſhip all the while, 

(Not in the cream of courtly ſtyle) e 
Be-dogging this poor ſinger, that be- bitching, 
Uniting too, a hoſt of damning pſhas, 

And reap'd a plenteous harveſt of applauſe 
Grew from that hour a Lord of tuneful {kill, 


And tho the Eunuch's dead, remains ſo ſtill. 
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To the ACADEMICIANS. 


| SUPPOSE you paint the Dev'l with ſmiling mien, 
Whiſp'ring deceit to any King or Queen, 


*Tis what the prince of ſoot hath often done 
For lo, with many a ing and many a Queen, 
In cloſe conſab the gentleman is ſeen 
With ſuch hath Satan oft a world of fun 
More fun, or diadems are much bely'd, 
Than all the little under world beſide! 


The Dev'l's a fellow of much ſterling humour, 
If we may credit public rumour, 
And all ſo civil in each act and look, 


That whenſoever we incline 


On ſome rare diſh of ſin to dine, 


We can't employ a nicer cook. 
K Who, 
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Who, too, ſo generous diſdains 
To take a ſixpence for his pains 
Nay, at our money would be vext; 
Happy to pleaſe us gratis with his art, 
Provided, when from this world we depart, 


We join his fire-fide in the next. 


Like Glouceſter, who for pay can leave his party, 
Some years ago I join'd his corps 1o hearty, 

Thinking the Prince of Erebus ill treated: 
Fir'd by the ſubje& in my rhyming mode, 7 
I complimented Satan with an ode, 


Which, for the bruſhmen's ſake ſhall be repeated, 


ODE 
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ODE To THE DEVIL. 


Ingratum Oat. 


| PRINCE of the dark abodes ! I ween 

Your Highneſs ne'er till now hath ſeen 
Yourſelf in metre ſhine ; 

Ne'er heard a ſong with praiſe ſincere, 

Sweet warbled in your ſmutty ear, 


Before this Ode of mine. 


Perhaps the reaſon is too plain, 

Thou trieſt to ſtarve the tuneful train, 
Of potent verſe afraid ; 

And yet I vow, in all my time 

I've not beheld a ſingle rhyme 
That ever ſpoil'd thy trade. 


I've 
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I've often read thoſe pious whims 


John Welley s ſweet damnation tymns, 

That chant of heav nly riches. 
What have they done ?—thoſe heav'nly ſtrains, 
Devoutly ſqueez'd from canting brains, 


But fill'd John's earthly breeches ? 


There's not a ſhoeblack in the land, 
So humbly at the world's command, 3 
As thy old cloven foot; 8 
Like lightning doſt thou fly, when call'd, 
And yet no pickpocket's ſo maul'd 
As thou, O Prince of Soot ! 


What thouſands hourly bent on fin, 
With: ſupplication call-thee in, 
To aid them to purſue it; 
Yet, when detected, with a lie 
Ripe at their finger's ends, they cry, 
* 'Ihe Devil made me do it!“ 


6 5 Behold 
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Behold the fortunes that are made 
By men through roguiſh tricks in trade! 


Yet all to thee are owing —— 


And tho' we meet it every day, 


The ſneaking raſcals dare not ſay, 
This is the Devil's doing. 


As to thy company, I'm ſure 
No man can ſhun thee on that ſcore ; 
be very beſt is thine : 
With Kings, Queens, Miniſters of State, 
Lords, Ladies, I have ſeen thee great, 


And many a grave Divine. 


I'm ſorely griev'd at times to find, 
The very inſtant thou art kind, 


Some people ſo uncivil, 


When aught offends, with face awry, 
With baſe ingratitude to cry, 
t I wiſh it to the Devil,” 


L 


Hath 
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Hath ſome poor blockhead got a wife, 

To be the torment of his life, 
By one eternal yell 

The fellow cries out coarſely, Zounds, 

** I'd give this moment twenty pounds 

« To ſee the jade at hell.“ 


Shou'd Keavn their pray'rs ſo ardent grant, 
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Thou never company wouldſt want 


To make thee downright mad; 
For mind me, in their wiſhing, mood, 
They never offer thee what's good, 

But every thing that's bad. 


My honeſt anger boils to view 
A ſnuffling, long-faced, canting cre vw, 

So much thy humble debtors, .. . .; 
Ruſhing, on Sundays, one and all, F 


With deſp'rate pray'rs thy head to manl,: 
And thus abuſe their betters. | 
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To ſeize one day in ev'ry week, 
On thee their black abuſe to wreak, 


By whom their ſouls are fed 


Each minute of the other ſix, 
With ev'ry joy that heart can fix, 


Is impudence indeed! 


Bluſhing I own thy pleaſing art 
Hath oft ſeduc'd my vagrant heart, 


And led my ſteps to joy 
The charms of beauty have been mine ; 
And let me call the merit thine, 

Who broughtſt the lovely toy. 


No, Satan —if I aſk thy aid, 
To give my arms the blooming maid, 

I will not, thro' the nation all, 
Proclaim thee (like a graceleſs imp) 
A vile old good-for-nothing pimp, 

: But ſay, * *tis thy vocation, Hal.“ 


Since 
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Since truth muſt out___I ſeldom knew i 
What twas high pleaſure to purſue, 

Till thou hadſt won my heart 


So ſocial were we both together, 
And beat the hoof in ev'ry weather, 


I never wiſh'd to part. 


Yet when a child—good Lord! I thought 

That thou a pair of horns hadſt got, 
With eyes like ſaucers ſtaring ! 

And then a pair of ears fo ſtout, 

A monſtrous tail and hairy ſnout, 


With claws beyond comparing, 


Taught to avoid the paths of evil, 
By day I us'd to dread the Devil, 
And trembling when 'twas night, 


Methought I ſaw thy horns and ears, 
Then ſung or whiſtled to my fears, 
And ran to chace my fright. 
8 


And 


1 4 ] 
And every night I went to bed, | 
I ſeated with a conſtant dread, 
And crept beneath the rug ; 
There panting, thought that in my lleep 
Thou lily in the dark wouldſt creep, 
And eat me, tho' ſo ſnug. 


A.haberdaſher's ſhop is thine, 

With fins of all ſorts, coarle and fine, 
þ To ſuit both man and maid : 
Thy wares they buy, with open eyes ; 
How cruel then, with conſtant Cries, 


To vilify thy trade ! 


Jo ſpeak the truth, l I'm loath—- 
Life's deem'd a mawkiſh diſh of broth 
Without thy aid, old Sweeper : 
So mawkiſh, few will put it down, 


Een from the cottage to the crown, 


Without thy ſalt and rr. 
M 


O Satan, 


1. 
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O Satan, whatſoever geer 4 8 

Thy Proteus form ſhall chooſe to wear, 

Black, red, or blue; Or yellow ; 

Whatever hypocrites may ſay, 

They think thee (truſt my honeſt lay) 
A moſt bewitching tellow. 


Tis order'd (to deaf ears alas 1) 

To praiſe the bridge o'er which we paſs ; 
9 oſten I diſcover -» 

A numerous band who daily make 

An ealy bridge of thy poor back, 


And damn it when they're over. 
Why art thou then with cap in hand, 
Obſequious to a graceleſs band, 


Whoſe ſouls are ſcarce worth taking; 


O Prince, purſue but my advice, 
I'll teach your Highneſs in a trice 
To ſet them all a quaking. 


1 8 1 


Plays, op'ras, maſquerades, deſtroy; 


Lock up each charming fille de joie; 

__ Give race-horſes the glander— 

'The dice-box break, and burn each card— 
Let virtue be its own: reward, 


And gag the mouth of {lander ; 


In one week's time, I'II lay my life, 
There's not a man, nor maid, nor wife, 
That will not glad agree, 
If thou wilt charm 'em as before, 
To ſhow their noſe at church no more, 


But quit their God for thee. 


Tis now full time my ode ſhould end; 
And now I tell thee like a friend, 

Howe'er the world may ſcout thee ; 
Thy ways are all ſo wondrous winning, | 
And folks ſo very fond of inning, 


They cannot do without thee. 3 
8 | "hi 


Lo, to the cruel hand of fate, 


ny My poor dear Grizzle, meek-ſoul'd mate, 


Reſigns her tuneful breath— 
Tho' dropp'd her jaw, her lip tho' pale, 
And blue each harmleſs finger nail, | 
| She's beautiful in death. 


As o'er her lovely limbs I weep, 

J ſcarce can think her but alleep— 

How wonderfully tame ! 

And yet her voice is really gone, 
And dim thoſe eyes that lately ſhone 


With all the lightning's ſfame. 


Death was, indeed, a daring wight, 
To take it in his head to ſmite— 


The TENDER HUSBAND 


To 
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To lift his dart to hit her; 


For as ſhe was ſo great a woman, 


And card a ſingle fig for no man, 


I thought he fear'd to meet her. 


5 


Still is that voice of late ſo ſtrong, 
That many a ſweet Capriccio ſung, 
And beat in ſounds the ſpheres ? 
No longer mult thoſe fingers play 
Britons ſtrike home, that many a day, 
Have ſooth'd my raviſh'd ears? 


Ah me! indeed I'm much inclin'd 
To think 1 now may ſpeak my mind, 
Nor hurt her dear repoſe ; 

Nor think I now with rage ſhe'd roar, 
Were I to put my fingers o'er, 


And touch her precious noſe. 


Here let me philoſophic pauſe— 


How wonderful are Nature's laws, 
N 


When 
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When Lady's breath retires, 


Its fate the flaming paſſions ſhare, 


Supported by a little air, 
Like culinary fires! 


Whene'er I hear the bagpipe's note, 

Shall Fancy fix on Grizzle's throat, 
And loud inſtructive lungs : 

O Death, in her, tho' only one, 

Are loſt a thouſand charms unknown, 


At leaſt a thouſand tongues. 


Soon as I heard her laſt ſweet ſigh, 

And ſaw her gently-cloſing on] - 
How great was my ſurpriſe ! - 

Yet have I not, with impious breath, 


Accus'd the hard decrees of death, 


Nor blam'd the righteous ſkies. 


Why do I groan in deep deſpair, 


Since ſhe'll be ſoon an angel fair? 


Ah! 


(41 
Ah! why my boſom ſmite? 


Could grief my Grizzle's life reſtore !— 


But let me give ſuch ravings oer 


. Whatever is, is right. 


Oh, Doctor! you are come too late; 
No more of phyſic's virtue prate, 


That could not ſave my lamb: 


Not one more bolus ſhall be givin— 
You fhall not ope her mouth by heav'n, 


And Grizzle's gullet cram, 


Enough of boluſſes, poor heart! 
And pills, ſhe took to load a cart, 
Before ſhe clos'd her eyes ; 

But now my word is here a law, 
Zounds! with a bolus in her jaw, 


She ſhall not ſeek the ſkies. 


Good Sir, good Doctor, go away ;. 
To hear my ſighs you mult not ſtay, 


For 


fat 


For this my poor loſt treaſure: 


I thank you for your pains and ſkill; 
| When next you come, pray bring your bill ; 
I'll pay it, Sir, with pleaſure. 


Ye friends who come to mourn her doom, 
For God's ſake gently tread the room, 
Nor call her from the bleſt - 
In ſofteſt ſilence drop the tear, 
In whiſpers breathe the fervent pray'r, 
To bid her ſpirit reſt. 


Repreſs the ſad, the wounding ſcream; 
I cannot bear a grief extreme 


Enough one little ſigh 


Beſides, the loud alarm of grief, 
In many a mind may ſtart belief, 


Our noiſe is all a lie. 


Good nurſes, ſhroud my lamb with care; 
Her limbs, with gentleſt fingers, ſpare; 
8 1 Her 
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Her mouth, ah ! ſlowly cloſe ; 


Her mouth a magic tongue that held 
Whoſe ſofteſt tone, at times, compell'd, 


To peace, my loudeſt woes. 


And, carpenter, for my ſad ſake, 
Of ſtouteſt oak her coffin make 
I'd not be ſtingy ſure 


Procure of ſteel the ſtrongeſt ſcrews ; 


For who wou'd paltry pence refuſe 


To lodge his wife ſecure ? 


Ye people who the corpſe convey, 
With caution tread the doleful way, 
Nor ſhake her precious head ; 
Since Fame reports a coffin toſt, 
With careleſs ſwing againſt a poſt, 
Did once diſturb the dead. 


0 


Farewell, 


| ; '[ 230 { 1 
F are wel, my Love, for ever loſt; 


j Ne'er troubled be thy gentle had. 
That I again wall WOO— 


By all our paſt delights, my dear, 


No more the marriage chain I'll wear, 


P—x take me if I do! 
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The SOLDIER and the VIRGIN MARY. 


K r A LE 


A Soldier at Loretto's wond'rous chapel, 
To parry from his ſoul the wrath divine, 
That follow'd mother Eve's unlucky apple, 
Did viſit oft the Virgin Mary's ſhrine ; 
Who ev'ry day is gorgeouſly deck'd out, 
In ſilks or velvets, jewels, great and ſmall, 
Juſt like a fine young lady for a rout, 


A concert, opera, wedding or a ball. 


At firſt the ſoldier at a diſtance kept, 
Begging her vote and intereſt in Heav'n 
With ſeeming bitterneſs the ſinner wept, 
Wrung his two hands, and hop'd to be forgiv'n: 
Dinn'd her two ears with Ave-Mary flummery ; 
Declar'd what miracles the dame could do, 
_ Ev'n with her garter, ſtocking, or her ſhoe, 
And ſuch like wonder-working mummery. 
8 0 | What 
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What anſwer Yay gave the wheedling ſinner, | 


Who nearly, and more nearly mov'd to win her, 
The mouth of hiſt'ry doth not mention, 
And thereſore I can't tell but by invention. 


One day as he was adding Wer and praying, 

And pious Aves, thick as herrings, laying, 
And fins ſo manifold confeſſing; 

He drew, as if to whiſper, very near, 

And twitch'd a pretty diamond from her ear, 
Inſtead of taking the good lady's bleſſing. 


Then off he ſet with nimble ſhanks, 

Nor once turn'd back to give her thanks : 

A hue and cry the thief purſu'd, 

Who, to his coſt, ſoon underſtood 

That he was not beyond the claw 

Of that ſame long-arm'd giant chriſten'd Law. 


With horror did his judges quake 
As for the tender-conſcienc'd Jury, 

They doom'd him quickly to the ſtake, 
Such was their dev'lith pious fury, 


How= * 
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However, after calling him hard names, 
They aſk'd if ought he had in vindication, 
To fave his wretched body from the flames, 


And ſinful ſoul from terrible damnation. 


The ſoldier anſwered them with much ſang froid, 
Which ſhow'd, of fin, a conſcience void, 


That if they meant to kill him, they might kill: 


As for the diamond which they found about him, 
He hop'd they would by no means doubt him, 
© That Madam gave it him from pure good will. 


The anſwer turn'd both Judge and Jury pale : 
The puniſhment was for a time deferr'd, 
Until his Holineſs ſhould hear the tale, 
And his infallibility be heard, 


The Pope, to all his Counſellors, made known 
This ſtrange affair—to Cardinals and Friars, 
Good pious gentlemen, who ne'er were known 


To act like hypocrites, and thieves, and lars, 
P | The 
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The queſtion now was banded to and fro, 
If Mary had the pow'r to give or no. 


That Mary could not give it, was to ſay, 


The wonder-working Lady wanted pow'r 


This was a ſtumbling block that ſtopp'd the way — 


This made Pope, Cardinals, and Friars low'r. 


To fave the Virgin's credit, Io! 
And keep ſecure the di monds that were leſt; 
They ſaid, ſhe might, indeed, the gem beſtow, 
And conſequently it might be no theft * 


But then they paſs'd immediately an act, 

That ev'ry one diſcovered in the fac, 

Of taking preſents from the Virgin's hand, 

Or from the Saints of any land, 

Should know no mercy, but be led to ſlaughter, 


Flay'd here, and fry'd eternally hereafter, 


Ladies, 


„ 
Ladies, I deem the moral much too clear 
Jo need poetical aſſiſtance; 
Which bids you not let men approach too near, 
But keep the ſaucy fellows at a diſtance; 


Since men you find, ſo bold, are apt to ſeize 


Jewels from ladies even upon their knees ! 


An 
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An ODE to eight Cats, belonging to Iſrael 


Mendez, a Jew. 


Scenes, The Street in a | Country Town. 


The Time, Midnight—the Poet at his Chamber Window. 


> INGERS of Iſrael, Oh ye ſingers ſweet, 
Who, with your gentle mouths from ear to ear, 

Pour forth rich ſymphomes from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
And to the ſleepleſs wretch the night endear ; 


Lo! in my thirt, on you theſe eyes I fix, 


Admiring much the quaintnels of your tricks; 

Your friſkings, crawlings, ſqualls, I much approve ; 
Your ſpittings, pawings, high-rais'd rumps, 
Swell 'd tails, and merry-andrew jumps, 


With the wild minſtrelſy of rapt'rous love. 
1 How 
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How ſweetly roll your gooſeb'rry eyes, 0 200 
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As loud you tune your am'rous cries, 


And, loving, ſcratch each other black and blue! 


No boys in wantonneſs now bang your backs, 
No curs, nor fiercer maſtiffs, tear your flax, 


But all the moon-light world ſeems made for you. 


Singers of Iſrael, you no parſons want 
To tie the matrimonial cord; 
You call the matrimonial ſervice, cant— 
Like our firſt parents, take each other's word : 
On no one ceremony Ppleas'd to fix— 


Jo jump not even o'er two ſticks. 


You want no furniture, alas! 
Spit, ſpoon, diſh, frying-pan, nor ladle; 


No iron, pewter, copper, tin, or braſs; : 


No nurſes, wet or dry, nor cradle, 


Which cuſtom, for our Chriſtian babes, enjoins, 


To rock the ſtaring offspring of your loins. 
3 2 | Nor 
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r 
Nor of the lawyers have you need, 


Ye males, before you ſeek your Rod, 
To ſettle pin- money on Madam: 


No fears of cuckledom, heav'n bleſs ye, , 
Are ever harbour'd to diſtreſs ye, 


Tormenting people ſince the days of Adam. 


No ſchools you want for fine behaving, 
No powdering, painting, waſhing, ſhaving, _ 


No nightcaps ſnug—no trouble in undreſſing 
| Before you ſeek your firawy neſt, 
Pleasd in each other's arms to ut. 


I0 feaſt on Love, heav' n's ee biens. 


Good gods! ye ſweet love-chanting rams! 
Ho nimble are you with your hams a 
To mount a houſe, to ſcale a chimney-top ; 
And peeping down 'that chimney's hole, 
| Pour in a tuneful cry th impaſſion'd ſoul, 
Inviting Miſs Grimalkin to come up: 
5 


— 
1 
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Who, ſweet obliging female, far from coy, 


Anſwers your. invitation note with joy, 


And ſcorning midſt the aſhes more to mope ; 


Lo! borne on Love's all-daring wing, 
She mounteth with a pickle-herring ſpring, 
Without th' aſliſtance of a rope. 


Dear mouſing tribe, my limbs are waxing cold 
Singers of Iſrael ſweet, adieu, adieu! | 

I do ſuppoſe you need not now be told 

How much I viſh that I was one of you 
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Pale o'er the- fountain's brink 1 lean, 


And ew the ipeevve of Apa. 
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Why ſhould my heart EY it's WOe ?? C1921” 
The virgin would: have: mourn'd: for me. 


O nymph, th' eternal tear hall flop: ů wi 
The ſigh unceaſing breathe of thee. 8 


Forgetful of his parted maid, 


Too many an unfeeling ſwain 
Forſakes of ſolitude the ſhade, 


For Pleaſure's gay and wanton train. 


Vet, yet of conſtancy they boaſt !— 
, Their eaſy hearts their tongues belie— 
Who loves, reveres the fair one's ghoſt, 


And ſeeks a pleaſure in a ſigh, 


Sir 
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Sir J. BANKS and the THIEFTAKERS. 
SIR Joſeph, fav'rite of great Queens and Kings, 
' Whoſe wiſdom, weed and inſect hunter ſings ; 
And ladies fair applaud, with ſmile ſo . . 
Went forth one day, amidſt the laughing fields, 
Where Nature ſuch exhauſtleſs treaſure yields, 
A n 


It happen d on 2 ſelf-fame morn ſo bright, 
. Ae nimble pupils of Sir Sampſon Wright, 
A ſimpling too for plants call'd Thieves, proceeded : 


Of which the nation's field ſhould oft be weeded. 


Now did a thieftaker ſo fly, 
Peep o'er a hedge with cunning eye, 
And quick eſpy'd the Knight with ſolemn alr, 
Deep in a ditch where watercreſſes grow; 
On which he to his comrades cry'd, Dee, "ho !? 
'Then Jump'd (unſportſman like) upon his hare. 
. : | Cone 1 Hare- 
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Hare-like Sir Joſeph did not ſqueak, but bawl'd, 
With dread prodigiouſly apPall d £ j 
The thieftakers no ceremony us'd; . 7 
But taking poor Sir Joſeph by the neck, 

They bade him ſpeak ; ; 
But firſt with names their captiye Knight abus'd. 


* 


** Sir, what dye take me for ?” the Knight exclaim'd— 
„ A thief!” reply'd the runners with a curſe : 


And now, Sir, let us ſearch you, and be'damn'd !”— 


And then _ ſearch d his pockets, fobs, and purſe - 


But ſtead of piſtol dire, and crape, g 
A pocket handkerchief they caſt their eye on, 
Containing frogs and toads of various ſhape, Qi 
Dock, daiſy, nettletop, and dandelion, . 
To-entertain, with great propriety, 
The members of his ſage ſociety : 
Yet would not alter they their ſtrong belief, 


* 


That this their pris ner was no thief! 


05 4 , ” 1 0 Sirs, | | 


ä 1 
« Sirs, I'm no highwayman,” exclaingd the Rnight—- 
0 No- there, 5 rejoin'd the runners, 40 you are right : 
&A footpad only—Yes, we know your- trade— 
% Yes, you're a pretty babe of grace : | . 
ce We want no proofs, Old Codger, but your face; 
80 come along with us, Old Blade,” 


BY 3 
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Tas uſeleſs to reſiſt, or to complain— 

In vain, Sir Joſeph pleaded—'twas in vain 

That he was highly titled, that he 1 

The inſtant that poor Banks his titles counted, 
Which to an F. R. S. and Knight amounted, 


His guardians laugh d, and . and . ee encore!“ 


Sir Joſeph told them, that a neighb ring Squire 
| Should anſwer for it that he was no thief : 
On which they plumply damn'd him for a lyar, 
And ſaid ſuch ſtories ſhould not ſave his beef; 
N And if they underſtood their trade, 
His mittimus would ſoon be made; : 
And forty pounds be theirs, a pretty ſum, 


For ſending ſuch a rogue to kingdom come. 
| g . Now 
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Now to the Squire mov'd pris'ner Knight and Co. 


The runners taking him i in tow, 
Like privateers of Britain's warlike nation, . 
Towing a French Eaſt-Indiaman, "their prize, 
So black, and of enormous ſize, 

Safe into port for condemnation. int; 


* 


— 


Whether they ty d his hands behind his back, 
For fear the Knight might run away, 3 

And made, indelicate, his breeches ſlack, 
We've no authority to ſay. 


* 
* 


And now the country people gather d round, 


And ftar'd upon the Knight in thought profound, 


Not on the ſyſtem of Linnæus thinking 
Fancying they ſaw a rogue in ev'ry feature ; — 
Such is the populace's horrid nature 
Tow'rds people thro' misfortune ſinking. 


At length, amidſt much mob and mure, 
Indeed amidſt innumerable ranks, 


Fatigu'd, they reach'd the manſion of the Squire, 


To prove th' identity of Joſeph Banks. 


— 
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SOLOMON and the MOUSE-T RAP. 


A Man in rather an exalted ſtation, 


Whoſe eyes are always eyes of admiration, 


Without diſtin&ion, fond of all things novel, 


Ev'n from the lofty ſceptre to the ſhovel 
_ Juſt like ſtray d bullocks ſaunt'ring through the lanes, 


Made frequent curioſity campaigns ; 
Sometimes caught gralshoppers—now more profound, 
Would ſometimes find a pin upon the ground ; 
Where if the head towards him happ'd to point, 

His mind was wonderfully ſtrucx 
Indeed he felt a joy in ev'ry joint, 
Becauſe it always brings good luck. 


This gentleman, hight Solomon, one day 


In queſt of novelty purſued his way; 
Like great Columbus, that fam'd navigator, 


Who found the world we've loſt acroſs the water; 
But 


6 
But rather on a ſomewhat narrower ſcale, 
Lo! on dry land the gentleman ſet ail 
That day it chanc'd to be his will, 
To make diſcoveries at Salthill; 
Where bounce he hopp'd into a widow's houſe, 
Whoſe hands were both employ'd ſo clever, 
Doing their very beſt endeavour 
To catch that vile free-booter, Monſieur Mouſe ; 
Whoſe death ſhe oft did moſt devoutly pray for, 


Becauſe he eat the meat he could not pay for : 


Reſembling Chriſtians in that ſaving trick, 
Who, wanting to obtain good cheer, 

Invented an ingenious ſcheme call'd tick, 
That purchaſes, like money, beef and beer : 


Poſſeſs'd of tick, for caſh man need not range, 


Nor toil in taking or in giving change. 


Eager did Solomon ſo curious clap 


His rare round ©: *cs on the wondrous trap 


That 
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What makes the mouſe, pray, go into the trap? 


Something (he cry'd) that muſt their palates pleaſe,” — 


* Yes (anſwer'd the fair woman), Sir, a ſcrap 


“ Of ruſty bacon, or of toaſted cheeſe.” 


* Oh! oh! (faid Solomon) oh! oh; oh! oh! 
% Yes, yes, I ſee the meaning of it now—— 
« The mouſe goes in, a rogue, to ſteal the meat, 
* Thinking to give his gums a pretty treat.” 
Then laugh'd he loudly, ſtretch'd his mouth a mile, 
Which made the muſcles of the widow ſmile. 


& Let's fee, let's lee,” cry'd Solomon —“ let's ſee— 
Let me, let me, let me, let me, let me.” 
Then took he up ſome bacon, and did clap 
A little flice fo clever in the trap. 

Thus did he by Ins own advice, 

Induce himſelf to bait a trap for mice! 


Now home he hied ſo nimbly, wheim'd with glory, 
And told his family the wondrous ſtory 


4 About. 
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* | About the widows cheeſe and bacon crap! | 
Nought ſuffer d he to occupy his head, 


Save mouſe ideas, till he went to bed, LEDE azar 


Where bleſt he drearat all night about the bade 


Here let me pauſe, and Heav'n's great goodnels chaunt— | 
How kind it is in gracious Heav'n to grant 


To full-grown gentlefolks of lofty ſtation, 
A power of reliſhing moſt trifling things, 
Pleaſures ordain'd for brats in leading firings, 
By way of happy harmleſs relaxation! 5 


Next day the man of wiſdom came, 
All glorious, to the houſe of this fair dame, 
To know if Maſter Mouſe had ſmelt to bacon; 
When, lo! to fill with joy his eager eyes, 
And load thoſe ſtaring optics with ſurpriſe, 
A real mouſe was abſolutely taken! 


Not more did Rodney's joy this man's ſurpaſs, 
When in his cabin firſt he ſaw De Graſle ! 
Fro, 1 f. Not 
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Not more the hair-brain'd Macedonian boy, 
Leap'd, like a Bedlamite, for joy, 
Than Solomon to ſee the mouſe in jail 1 
Not Alexander, foe of great Darius, 


(Men that with rich compariſon ſupply us) 
When bleſt he caught the Perſian by the tail. 


Around the room the mouſe he bore, 
Inſulting the poor pris ner o'er ard o'er ; 

Laughing and peeping through the wire, 
As if his eyes and mouth wauld never tire! 


How like to Tamerlane the great, 

Poſſeſs d of moſt unlucky Bajazet, 

Who kept the vanquiſhed hero in a cage; 
Mock'd him before his mighty hoſt, 

With cruel names and threats, and grin and boaſt, 


And daily thus indulg'd imperial rage ! 


Now o'er the widow's cat, poor watching puls, 
He triumph'd too, and aſk d the cat, 

When he would act heroically thus— 
And if he dar'd to venture on a rat, 
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To whom the cat, as if in anſwer, mew d, 5 
Which made the man of wiſdom ery, „Oh! oh „ 
As if with knowledge of cat ſpeech endu d, 
He thought that puſs had anſwer d ve No.“ 


On which he laugh'd, and much enjoy d the joke 
Then told the widow What the cat had ſpoke. 


* 


Six days the man of wiſdom wort 
Triumphant to Salthill, with big intent, 
To catch the bacon-ſtealing moufe: 

Six mice ſucceſſively proclaim'd. his art, 


With which, ſafe pocketed, he did depart, 
And ſhow'd to all his much-aſtoniſh'd houſe. 


But pleaſures will not laſt for aye; 
Witneſs the ſequel of my lay— 
The widow's vanity, her ſex's flaw, 
Much like the vanity of other people— 
A vapour, like the blaſt that lifts a ſtraw, 
As high, or higher, than Saint Martin's ſteeple : 


This 
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This vanity then kidnapp'd her diſcretion, 
Deſign d by God Almighty for her guard; 


And of its purpoſe got the full completion, 
And all the widow's future glories marr'd : 


For, lo! by this ſame vanity impell'd, 
And to a middle-ſiz'd balloon, 

With gas of conſequence ſublimely fvell'd, 

She burſt with th' important ſecret ſoon. 


Loud laugh'd the tickled people of Sa thill 


Loud laugh'd the merry Windſor folks around— 


This was to Solomon an ugly pill !— 


Her fatal error ſoon the widow found — 
For Solomon relinquiſh'd mouſe campaign, 


Nor deign'd to bait the widow's trap again! 


PET I- 
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to TIME, 
ti} 


In n Favour f has Ducheſs of Devonſhire 


PETITION 


T oo long, O Time, in Bienſeance s ſchool, 
Have I been bred to call thee an'old fool ; 

Vet take I liberty to let thee know, 

That I have always thought thee ſo : 

Full old art thou to have more ſenſe— _ 


Then, with an idle cuſtom, Time, diſpenſe. 


Thou really atteſt now, like little miſſes, 
Who, when a pretty doll they make, 
Their curious fingers itch to take | 
The pretty image all to pieces: 
Thus, after thou haſt form'd a charming fair, 
Thou canſt not quit her for thy ſoul, 
Till, meddling, thou haſt ſpoil'd her bloom and air, 


And dimm'd her eye, with radiance taught to roll. 


But 
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But now orden ſuch doings, I deſire 
Hurt not the form that all admire— 
Oh, never with white hairs her temple ſprinkle— 
Oh, ſacred be his cheek, her lip, her bloom, 
And do not, in a lovely dimple's room, 


Place a hard mortifying wrinkle. 


Know, ſhould'ſt thou bid the beauteous Ducheſs fade, 
Thou, therefore, muſt thy own delights invade ; 

And know, 'twill be a long, long while, 

Before thou giv'ſt her equal to our iſle 

Then do not with this ſweet chef d'zuvre part, 

But keep, to ſhow the triumph of thy art. 


OECO- 
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Oxcox OMY's a very uſeful broom; 

Yet ſhould not ceaſeleſs hunt about the rom | 
To catch each ſtraggling pin to * a — 

Too oft Oeconomy's an iron vice, 

That ſqueezes evn the little guts of mice, 


That peep with fearful eyes, and aſk a crumb. 


Proper Oeconomy's a comely thing— 
Good in a ſubje&t---better in a king: 
Yet puſh'd too far, it dulls each finer feeling 


Moſt eaſily inclind to make folks mean; 


Inclines them too to villany to lean, 


To over- reaching, perjury, and ſtealing. 


Ev'n when the heart ſhould only think of grief, 
It creeps into the boſom like a thief, 

And ſwallows up th' afeRions all fo mild--- 
W itneſs the Jeweſs, and her only Child. 


0 The 


he JEW E 8 8 and her SON- 
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| Po O R Miſtreſs Levi had a luckleſs . ſon, 
Who, ruſhing to obtain the foremoſt ſeat, 


In imitation of thi ambitious great, 


High from the oall'ry, ere the play begun, | 
He fell all plump into the pit, 
Dead in a minute as a nit: 

In ſhort, he broke his pretty Hebrew neck; 

Indeed and very dreadful was the wreck ! ! 


The mother was diſtracted, raving, wild 


Shriek'd, tore her hair, embrac'd and kiſs d her child 


Afflicted every heart with grief around: 
Soon as the ſhow'r of tears was ſolnewiiat paſt, 
And moderately calm the hyſteric blaſt, 

She caſt about her eyes in thought profound: 
And being with a ſaving Knowledge bleſs'd, 
She thus the playhouſe manager addreſs'd :— 
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«6 Sher I'm de moder of de poor Chew lad, 

«© Dat, meet miſhfatter here fo bad |. 1 rr 
« Sher, I muſs haf de ſhilling back, you know, a 


3 . ſh 
«© Aſs Moſes nas nat ſee de out., ain MOOT: 
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But as for Av'rice;,*tis the 2 ; lan 5d} rod) a 
The fount, alas! of early Gin e l lis la 

The cancer of the heart—the WY of ills: . 
Wherever ſown, luxuriantly it thrives; , 


No flow'r of virtue near it e 
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Like Aconite, where er it: Ppreads, it kills. 


In ev Ty ſoil behold te poiſon ſpring! | . wy 
Can taint the beggar, and inſekt the lng. 


The mighty Marty eh vilſerd cloth 80 e 1 
So ſays that gentle ſatiriſt ſquire Pope.; 6 

And Peterborough!: 8 Earl upon this head, . 
Affords us little room to hope, 


That what the Twitnam berd avow 'd, 


rad a be readily allow. 
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i RO U G H ene ſtreets cken a day, 510.4 
The Earl of Peterborough took his way, 8 
All in his pompous evach—perlitips to dine 
The mob of London took it in their head. 
This was the. Duke of Marlborough, ſo dread -* 0”: 
To Frenchmen on the Danube and the Rhine. 
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Unable ſuch high merit to reward, 


The mob reſolv'd to ſhew a great regard ; 
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And ſo uniting, join'd their forces 


To draw his carriage, and diſmiſs the horſes. 


The Earl from out his carriage pok'd his face, 
And told the mob that he was not his Grace; 

Then bid them be convinc'd and look: 
Hard of belief, as ev'n the hardeſt Jew, 


They told him that they better knew, 


Then ſwore by G— he was the Duke: 
Then 


Loud bawl'd the Earl that they were all deceived— 
| Loud bawl'd the mob he ſhould net be believed— || 


N 


„ 1 


Then threw their hats in air with Ioud huzzas, 


And form't & thunder uf applauſe 
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Zounds! cry'd the Earl, © be converts then this minute 
So throwing ſixpence to them, there, there, there, 


Take that,” cried Peterborough, with a ſneer-—- 
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« Now if you think Lm le, the devilłs im it. 
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ODE to a DISTRESSED BEAUTY. 


QOWEET girl, forbear to droop thy head with ſhame— 
What tho* the parſon did not tie the knot ? 

What tho' the boy ſhould come ?__he'll bring thee fame— 
The world's an aſs, and cuſtom is a ſot— 

Hold up thy head, and meet mankind with pride, 

And throw thy bluſhes and thy fears aſide. 


Eve had no parſon—for no prieſt was Adam, 
And yet not out of countenance was Madam ; 
Her modeſty receiv'd no grievous ſhocks, 
When Maſter Cain was put upon the ſtocks; 
Nor when, t' increaſe the number at her table, 


She let about the frame of Maſter Abel. 


Once more, then, do not be afraid; 
Without thy boy, a wonder may be miſſing— 
A likeneſs of my, charming maid, 
The boy may do a credit to thy killing. 
7 1 Thou 


The luſty lad, ſo proud his race to run, 
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Thou putt'ſt me of the morning much in mind, 


Who ſeems afraid to peep upon mankind 


So ſlow her motions ! all fo very flow ! 


Ang. then her cheeks ſo: deep with crimſon glow : 


* 


But ſafe Pete of bee 157 the Sv N, 


# 


Mounts high exulting in his. birth; 
Dries up her tears, her bluſhes puts to flight, 
Tow'rs in bold triumph o'er the cloud of night, 

And pours a flood of radiance o'er the earth. 


Then let me kiſs away thy tears--- 95% 5 
Oh! ceaſe thy ſighs, and be a happy nr = 

And when this chopping boy appears, 

Suppoſe we give the lad a little brother? 


The 
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The GENTLEMAN and his WIFE. 


Prorrs may have too much of a good thing--- 
Full as an egg of wiſdom thus I ling ! 


> | *. 


A man of ſome ſmall fortune had a wife, 
Sans doute, to be the comfort of his life ; 

And pretty well they bore the yoke together: 
With little jarring liv'd the pair one year; 
Sometimes the matrimonial ſky was clear, 


At times twas dark and dull, and hazy weather. 


No came the time when miſtreſs in the firaw 
Did, for the world's ſupport, her ſcreams prepare 
And Slop appear'd with fair obſtetric paw, 
To introduce his pupil to our air; 
Whilſt in a neighb'ring room the huſband fat, 


Muſing on this thing now, and now on that; 
| Now 
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Now fghing at the ſorrows of his wile ; - 


_ Praying to Heav' n that he could take the pain ; 11 


But recollecting that ſuch pray 'rs were vain, 


He made no more an offer of his life. 


As thus he mus'd in ſolemn ſtudy, 
Ideas ſometimes clear, and ſometimes muddy, 


In Betty ruſh 'd with comfortable news- Fi 
« Sir, Sir, I with you joy, I wiſh you joy 


be Madam i is brought to bed of a fine boy— 


«© As fine as ever ſtood in ſhoes.” 


I'm glad on't, Betty,” cry'd the maſter— 
+ pray there may be no diſaſter; 

All's with your miſtreſs well, -I hope ?” _ 
Quoth ſhe, “ All's well as heart can well deſire 
„With Madam and the fine young Squire; ; 

So likewiſe ſays old Doctor Slop.“ , 


Off Betty hurried faſt as ſhe could ſcour, 
Faſt and as hard as any horſe 
That trotteth fourteen miles an hour— 
A pretty tolerable courſe. 


Soon 
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Soon happy Betty came again, 


Blowing with all her might and main; 
Juſt like a grampus or a whale ; 
In ſounds, too, that would Calais reach from Dover— 


« Sir, Sir, more happy tidings ; 'tis not over— 


ce And Madam's briſker than a nightingale: 


« A fine young lady to the world is come, 
e Squawling away juſt as I left the room 
& Sir, this is better than a good eſtate.” 


«© Humph!* quoth the happy man, and ſcratch'd his pate. 


Now looking up—now looking down ; 
Not with a ſmile, but ſomewhat like a frown— 
© Good God,” ſays he, © why was not I a cock, 
e Who never feels of burd'ning brats the ſhock ; 

e Who, Turk-like, ſtruts amidſt his madams picking, 
« Whilſt to the hen belongs the care 
Jo carry them to eat, or take the air, 
Or bed beneath her wing the chicken?“ 

Z. Juſt 
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Juſt as this ſweet ſoliloquy was ended, 
He found affairs not greatly mended ; 


For in bounc'd Bet, her rump with rapture jigging 
Another daughter, Sir—a charming child.“ 


e Another!“ cry d the man, with wonder wild; 


* Zounds! Betty, aſk your miſtreſs if ſhe's pigging.” 


The 


L 87 J 


The PARSON-DEALER. 


WIr pity tis, in this our goodly land, 
That mongſt the apoſtolic band, 

So ill divided are the loaves and fiſhes ! 
Archbiſhops, Biſhops, Deans, and Deacons, 
With ruddy faces blazing juſt like beacons, 
Shall daily cram upon a dozen diſhes; 
Whilſt half th' inferior Caſſocks think it well 
Of beef and pudding ev'n to get the ſmell. 


A plodding Hoſtler willing to be maſter, 
And riſe in this good world a little faſter, 
Left broom and manger at the Old Blue Boar ; 
Meaning by pars'nmg to ſupport a table, 
Lo, of Divines he kept a liv'ry ſtable — 
A pretty ſtud indeed—about a ſcore. 
Of 
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Of diff rent colours were his Goſpel hacks 


Some few were whites, indeed but many blacks : 
That is, ſome tolerable—many ſad: 

And verily, to give the Devil his due, 

The man did decency purſue, 
Which ſhows he was not quite 10 bad. 


For, lo! to dying perſons of nobility, 
He ſent his parſons of gentility, - 
To give the neceſſary prayer 
To parting people of a mean condition, 
Wanting a ſoul phyſician, RET 
He ſuited them with blackguatds to a hair, 


To ſuch as were of mild diſorders dying, 
Viz. of the doctor, gouts, or ſtones, or gravels, 
He ſent good prieſts—of manners edifying— 


To comfort ſinners on their travels: 


But to low people in infectious fever, 
Or any other dangerous one in vogue, 
Such was his honeſty, the man for ever 


Moſt ſcrupulouſly ſent a rogue. 


It 


161 

It happen'd on a day when Fate was raging, 

Crimp- like, for other regions, troops engaging, 
When clergymen were buſy all as bees; 

A poor old dying woman ſent 

To this ſame parſon- monger compliment, 


| Begging a clergyman her ſoul to eaſe. 


Unluckily but one was in the ſtall, 
And he the very beſt of all !— 
What ſhould be done ? 
Neceſſitas non habet legs — 
So to the prieſt he goes and begs 
That he would viſit the Old Crone. 


« Sir,” quoth the parſon, © I agreed 
* To go to gentlefolks in time of need, 
© But not to every poor old louſy foul.” — 
« True,” cry'd the patron ; “to be ſure tis true; 
« But, parſon, do oblige me—prithee do 


« Let's put her decently into the hole: 
Aa „ 


„ 


oy 


Cy 


Cy 


— 90 ] 
All my black tribe, you know, are now abroad 
I'd do it, if I could, myſelf, by G- d! 
« Then what a dickens can I do Or lay — 
Go, mumble, man, about a pray'r and half; 
Tell the old b—ch her ſoul is ſafe 5 


« Then take your fee and come away! ! P. 
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B I ENS EAN CE. 


T Hee is a little moral thing in France, 
Call'd by the natives bien ſeance; 6 
Much are the Engliſh mob inclin'd to ſcout it, 


But rarely is Monfieur Canaille without it. 


To bienfeance tis tedious to incline, 
In many cales; 
Fo flatter, par example, keep ſmooth faces 
When kick'd, or ſuff ring grievous want of coin. 


To vulgars, bzenſeance may ſeem an oddity— 
I deem 1t a moſt portable commodity ; 

A ſort of magic wand ; 
Which, if *tis us'd with ingenuity, 
Although an utenſil of much tenuity, 

In place of ſomething ſolid, it will ſtand. 


For venly I've marvell'd times enow 
Io ſee an Engliſhman, the ninny, 
Give people for their ſervices a guinea, 
Which Frenchmen have rewarded with a bow. 


Bows. 
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Bows are a bit of bienſeance 

Much practisd too in that ſame France; 

Yet call'd by Quakers, children of inanity ; 
But as they pay their court to people's vanity, : | 
Like rolling-pins they ſmooth wherc'er they go 
The ſouls and faces of mankind like dough ! 
With ſome, indeed, may bienſeance prevail 


To folly—lee the under- ritten tale. 


The Pet Maitre, and the Man on the Wheel. 


AT Paris ſometime ſince, a murd'ring man, 
A German, and a moſt unlucky chap, 


Sad, ſtumbling at the threſhold of his plan, 
Fell into Juſtice's ſtrong trap. 


The bungler was condemn'd to grace the wheel, 
On which the dulleſt fibres learn to feel; 
His limbs ſecundum artem to be broke 
Amidſt ten thouſand people, p'rhaps, or more ; 
Whenever Monſieur Ketch apply d a ſtroke, 
The culprit, like a bullock, made a roar, 


Tit A flip- 


e e 
A flippant petit-maitre ſkipping by, 


Stepp'd up to him, and check'd him for his cry— 


ce Boh!“ quoth the German; © an't I pon de wheel ? 


e D'ye tink my nerfs and bons can't feel?“ 


« Sir,” quoth the beau, © don't, don't be in a paſſion ; 


« I've nought to ſay about your ſituation ; 


* But making ſuch a hideous noiſe in France, 


5 Fellow, is contrary to brenſeance.” 


B b The 


TI 3. 
The Triumph of Iſis, or Dr. Chapman's Theſis. 


Oxro R D's Vice Chancellor, a man 
Who fear'd the Lord, and lov'd the courtier clan, 
By virtue of his trade a Theſis * order'd, 
Which curs'd the terrible aſſaſſination 
Intended for the Monarch of our nation 
By Marg'ret Nicholſon, in mind diforder'd ; 
That likewiſe prais'd the royal peep 
On Oxford and the arts ſo deep. 


So violent was Doctor Chapman's zeal, 
He quite forgot latinity and graces : 
Poor Priſcian's head, whoſe wounds he cannot heal, 


Was broken in half a dozen places. 


Yet tho' a ſimple Doctor, how amazing! 


He ſet the Univerſity a-blazing 


* A Latin Theſis is annually given out by the Vice Chancellor for 

the ſubject of a Poem, and twenty pounds allotted to the prize can- 
didate. | 
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Such was the kindling zeal that he inherits-- 
A farthing candle ina caſk of ſpirits ! 


Richards of Trinity, who won the prize, 
Now ſtrutted victor torth with ſcornful eyes ; 
Bringing to mind the bards and tuneful dames 


Who vied for conqueſt at th' Olympic games. 


Forth march'd, too, Vice—videlicet, the DoRor, 
Who, purring for preferment, lily moufes, 


Attended by each dog-whipper, call'd Proctor, 
And eke the heads and tails of all the houſes. 


Forth march'd the Nobles in their Sunday's geer ; 
Forth ſtrutted, too, each beadle, like the Peer, 


With filver ſtaffs, blue gowns, and velvet caps 


A ſet of very pompous- looking chaps! 


Whilſt Hayes *, who ſticks like ſtag-hounds to a haunch, 


Mov'd on in all the majeſty of paunch: 


* The organiſt. 


[961] 
To greet of all our ears the trembling drums, 


The piper play'd * The conqu'ring hero comes !! 


Loud groan'd the organ through tis hundred pipes, 
As if the poor machine had got the gripes ;, | 
As if, too, twas the organ's firm perſuaſions, 


He oft had roar'd on more ſublime occaſions. 


Now Chapman took, midſt great compeers, his ſtation 
Crew open'd ſubject in a fair oration— 

Then clapp'd was Crew—to him applauſe was news. 
Now gan the bard his poem to recite, BUT | 
And, ſoaring, bade poor common ſenſe good night, 


So lofty were the pinions of his muſe ! 


Thick as the pattering hail his praiſes ſhow'r— 
So ſtrong his Poetry's mechanic pow'r, 
High mounts the Monarch by his tuneful lever; 
His muſe's magnifying art ſo great, , 
Behold his George, an Alfred form complete; 
Small Peg, Goliah, and her knife a cleaver! 


Now 


YO * 
Now back the ſable bodies mov'd again, 
Like beetles all ſo thick, a crawling hoſt; 


Whilſt contemplation wrapp'd the loyal train, 
Expecting, by the next day's poſt, 
To ſee their acts in pompous print diſplay'd, 


And wreaths of glory crown the cavalcade ! 


A SERIOUS REFLECTION. 


How uſeleſs was th' above! each perſon grieves, 
And, with the grieving Doctor, cries out ſhame, 
That ſo much loyal zeal for nought ſhould flame 
Not ev'n obtain a pair of coarſe lawa ſleeves, 
Which poor Saint David giveth to ſupport 
The holy oil-of-fool men of a Court. 


—— 
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SWEET daughter of Religion, modeſt fair, 
Thy hands upon thy boſom fo tranquille, © 
With eyes to Heav'n, with ſo divine an air, 
| So calmly ſmiling, ſo reſign'd thy will; 
Oh ſent to teach us, and our paſſions cool, 


I wiſh thou hadſt a little larger ſchool ! 


Lo, man, ſo great his want of grace, E 2 
If he but cuts a pimple on his face 
When ſhaving; | 

Like man bewitch'd he jumps about, 
Kicks up a moſt infernal rout, 

And ſeemeth abſolutely raving; 
And, lo, all this for want of thy tuition— 
Thus travel ſouls of people to perdition! 


Stand at my fide, oh ſtoic dame 
On ſtarling Martyn bid me cry out“ ſhame,” 
| 2 Inſtead 


/ 


1 9 1 
Inſtead of knocking the dull fellow down, 
When up the ninnyhammer ſtarts to preach, 
And impudently interrupts a ſpeech 
Oft orators of fair and firſt renown, 


Jjñuſt like the owl that ſcares the moonlight hour, 
Whilſt Philomela warbles from her bow'r. 


And, oh! attend. me when my eyes 

View dedications fill'd with fulſome lies, 
In praiſe of gen'rous Queens and Kings; 

Heav'n {well the 8 of their hearts, 

That ſeldom water the poor arts, 


However fweetly adulation {ings 7 


Ele, when I hear that ſtupid Parſon H— 
God's houſe with ev'ry nonſenſe fill, 
And then with blaſphemy each ſentence cramm'd ; 
And when I hear th' impoſtor cry, 
ee news, you raggamuffins, from the K y 3 
te I'm come to tell ye, that you'll all be damn'd : 


„m 


[ 100 4 
I'm come from God, ye ſtrumpets come from God 


I'm God Almighty's ſervant hear my voice.” — 
Which if it were ſo would be vaſtly odd, 
Since Heav'n would ſhow bad judgment in the choice: 


Dead all his money-toving foul's deſires, 
When ſubtle Hawkeſb'ry talks of patriot fires, 
And yielding places up to ſave the nation; 
When of importance braggeth limple Leeds; 
When Gloſter's far-fam'd wife for meekneſs pleads ; 
And Gloſter's Duke breathes war and deſolation; 


When Brudenell talks of elegance and eaſe ; 
When Thurlow turns the firſt of devotees, 
And, to aſtound the million, builds a church; 


When royal folks of pureſt friendſhip boaſt, 
Make generoſity their conſtant toaft, 


Yet leave poor pining merit in the lurch; 


When, wonders thro his ſpyglaſs Marlb'rough views, 
And ſends to Banks the great, th' important news, 
„ 


> 
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Freſh loin his Cranium's philoſophi fogs ; ; 
| When Dick deſcants on any thing but croute, 
When Thomſon ought performs beyond a ſcout, 
And Mawbey talks of any thing but hogs: 
Sweet PATIENCE, ſooth me with thy ſaint-like note, 


Or, driv'n to madneſs, I ſhall cut my throat ! 


To a NEST of LORDS: 


BEDCHAMBER utenſils, you ſeem diſtreſs d, | 
And ſwear with horror that my rhymes moleſt 

Of certain folks ſo great the ſweet repole ; 
Running about with horrors, groans, and ſighs, 
And floods, produc'd by onions, in your eyes, 

So ſtrong your friendſhip, and ſo vaſt your woes ! 


Dear humming Lords, on friendſhip bray no more, 
Nor thus the bard's depravity deplore ; 
OT; WE 9s Tg Lo! 


[wy 
Lo! like yourſelves each man his trumpet bears, 


In tame credulity* s wide-gaping ears, 
Of friendſhip the ſublimity to ſound— 
Friendſhip! in dictionaries only ſound! ee 


| Perchaunce,; my Lond. in foreign parts you ve been 1 

Perchaunce your optics fair Verſailles have ſeen; 
Likewiſe the Vatican, with all its ſtate, 

And eke th Eſcurial, pride of Spain confeſt ; 

But, midſt thoſe ſcenes, did eier your e bleſt 


See a pig hanging 1 in a gate ? 


If cer you did this laſt great ſight behold, 

You need not, Lords, ſo fapient, to be told 
What moſt untuneful notes the pris ner makes: 

= Indeed the hog his mouth and lungs as 

In raiſing ſuch ear-crucifying noiſe, 


As if he really was transfixed with Rakes, 


Now near him ſhould there happen to be hogs 
Paſſing their happy hours among the bogs, 
Grunting ſoft things to their own fleſh and blood; 
$9; That 


Lo 
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That is, unto their fweethearts and their brides, 

Lying like ancient Romans on their ſides, 
And dining on the dainties of the mud; 

Forgetting love, and dainty mud ſo fatt” ning, 


In which they had been batt'ning, 

Up leaps the herd of ſwine for his protection; 
Juſt like the herd that had the devil, 
Away they ſcamper, all ſo civil, 


Reſolving or to. free him or to die 
Such is of ſwine the friendly quality, 
Altho' proverbial for brutality! 


But when at Newgate to be hung, 
A Chriſtian pours a dying ſong, 

I grant that numbers haſten to the wretch, 
Moſt pig-like—but, alas! lift not a hand 
To keep him longer in the land, 


And ſnatch him from the talons of Jack Ketch. 


No; on. the contrary, ſo fond their eyes 
Of ſeeing how a brother dies, 


I, from 
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Whig, were Foul good friend Pitt condemned to fving— 4 

+. Nay, &v n Were greater people I c uld hame, 3 : 
For whom with goodly 2 you ſeem to o flame 0 | 
1 don't believe you ud wi to cut the ſtring, N 
Mere you but toletably ſure ALY LOST = OF 

The next in pow'r would give you ſixpence more. 
Learn then, my Lords, (ot with contempt you treat em) 
Friendſhip from hogs, as well as eat 'em. 2 
At length my ſubjects end, and now _ | 8 
To Folly let me make my beſt Court bow - LR 

O Goddeſs, till monopolize the GREAT : | 
Then oft, to pleaſe the palate of the times, — 8 
The Muſe ſhall ride to market with her iymes 

And thrive upon her Helicon eltate, | 
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